ARMINIUS IN THE CHERRY TREE

frontier legions had been trapped and destroyed. In
those times, Arminius had a brother, Flavus, good
friend to Rome, or traitor, whichever one chose to
think. Before to-day Thymelicus had thought very
little; his mother had been a prisoner, and in Italy,
when he was born; he had never been north of the
Alps, But this uncle Flavus had one son, Italicus,
younger than his cousin; they had been brought up
together almost as brothers, fond enough of one
another. Now, in an hour, that friendship had
ended, and something older had come in its
place.

Thymelicus climbed again, higher, sometimes very
still, sometimes shaken again in a wave of anger. All
round him in the tree bobbed maddeningly the hard
little cherries.

Another came running down the garden, little
more than a boy, this one, and dark with a brown
not all sunburn. 'Thymelicus!' he called again, 'where
are you?' Under the cherry trees he stopped, looking
round: 'I know you're here! I saw you!' After a
minute: 'Arminius, then. Don't hide!'

But the new name brought its answer from among
the leaves: 'Here,' and a hand reached down for the
jump.

The   Roman,   Priscus,   spoke  from   the   lower
branch: 'Come home! What's the use of this? Father
won't go on being angry.'
'And she?'

But the other reddened, speaking suddenly as if
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